A___________JOB___________0     F___________WORK

had given them the village as a Battery target. Then
the three of them sat in the truck and waited.

It was not a pleasant wait. It was a very long wait,
as it seemed to them. Hours. Actually it was less
than two minutes.

Then the first flock of shells screamed over their
heads, crashing into roof-tops, on buildings, and into
the road. Clouds of smoke and dust filled the air.

" Start the engine/' Reggie yelled, with his mouth
against the driver's ear, for the noise of the bursting
shells was deafening.

The truck leaped forward through the entrance arch
of the courtyard into the main street, with the driver's
foot flat down on the accelerator. They fled past one
of the German lorries, empty, which had been wrecked
by a shell. The other they could not see. Nor did
they see any Germans. As Reggie had hoped, they
were too busy taking cover. Nevertheless, just before
shaking the village off their wheels, a couple of rifles
cracked and the canvas hood of the truck acquired
another two mementos. That was all the damage.

A mile up the road the 2nd North Ridings, lying
in the ditches awaiting the advance of the enemy,
were astonished suddenly to see the artillery truck
come tearing madly along from the direction of the
village. Reggie halted a little further along when he
encountered the Second-in-Command, and briefly ex-
plained what had happened.

" First time I've ever heard of a fellow making a
Battery target of himself/' the Second-in-Command
grinned. " Very original. . . . D'you know, you've
done us a grand turn. That village is our final objec-
tive for the day. Now we can push straight on and
clean it up."

" All right/' Reggie said calmly. " I'll lift the fire
as you go in."
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